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Mina Pntrh in lIr.fhrnm
n 3

and Misa Helen
0 o0l (33 r
Huolbir 1 '

untrusted to

n writer,

the chre of L m.rru. o ||mr|
summering near ot 4\|||l|‘\||l|ﬂ1t‘ Minn
Patricin contided to Donovan that she

feared hor brother Henry, who, rulned by

@ bank (allure, had constantly threatened

e Donovan discoversd and eaptured
an Intruder, who proved to he Tteginnld
Gillesple, pultar for the hand of Halen,

Lionovan saw Miss Holbrook and her fa-
her toest on felendly termn.  DManovan
ought an Jtallan assassin, He mot the
mun he suppossd was Holbeook., but who
anld he wus Hoarirldge, n canos-ninkaer,
Ming  rat annoi ed her Intention of
fightinig Honry intonk and not seoking
another hiding place. Donovan met Helen
in garden nt waht.  Duplicity of Helen
win confessed by the youn Iady. L

wight, disguived as a nun, Helen  stole
from the house. Bho met Neglnald Gil-
terple, who told her his love, Glilesple

was confronted by Donovan. At the fown
postoflioe 1elen, unssen except by Dono-
van, slipped o deaft for her father into
the hand of the Italian sailor. A yYoung
lady resembling Miss  Tlelen Holbrook
was observed alone ln & canoe, when
Helen wos thought to have been at homo.
Clllesple admitted giving Helen 50,000 for
her father, who had then left to uirand It
Mirs Helen and Donovan met
wight. Bhe told him CGlillseple wis 1m1h|rll‘
4o her. Me confessed hin love for her
onovan  found  Gillesple gagged and
Bound in a eabln, Inhabited by the vil
Inous 1tallnn and Holbrook, Mo realeased
I Both Gillesple and Donovan ad-
iitted tove inlen. Calllng _ herasif
tomnlind A “volee” appoaled to Donovan
tor Lielp, 8he told him to go to the canne-
omaker's home nnd sace that no Injury be-

el him, He went to nd  Cate
Al the canoo-maker's homes, Donovan
found th are—~Arthur and Henry
Tiall K v other, In
h Itntion peared Ars
thiur nvertad a r- an raturn-
thig; mel Gillesp ilohe In the dead of
wight  On Irn stigntion he found Henry
Halbrae k, tho sallor, and Migts Helen on-
el In an argument, Tt was  settled
s 1 he deparied onovan maet  the
wonl Moenlisd, who by nlght ha had sup-
[T -m! 1 bhe Miss Helen Holbrook Bhe
wavenios the mix-up.  Her father, Arthur
e ‘! ok, wan the eanoe.maker, whils
Helon's father wus Henry Holbrook, the
wrring braother The couning, Helen and

Viesplingd, wore as much nlike as twins
'l II': len'n suppnesd Juplicily was ex-
Helen vinited Donovan, asking
tance In bhringing Miss Patricia

|l'|'hl wk and Henry Holbraok together
Tar A wettlement of thelr money Affalrs,
which had Lept them apart for many
yrarn  Donovan pefused to ald.  Ha met
<"‘I'?l'n|| o and planned a cou By making

[T 1 i numiber of farged notes
to Rosalind, who he  supposed  wan
Helen, =a clowsly HA they resemble sach
other. attovan clesred the way for a

eattlemant ef the Tiolbraok troubles, Gil-
Tespde hind poeserped the anlv evidences

of the Ioltironka® dirgrace, The evidence
in pacurely hildiden Helen widdenly dine
appenred Denovan preparesd to sabstd-
tuts Ress e 1 for her. For a time ths ruse

workml sdmirably,

CHAPTER XXIIl.—Continued.

Prosently, as the dark gathered
about us, the candles were lighted, and
thelr glow shut out the world, To
my relief the three women earried the
talk alone, leaving me to my own
thoughts of Helen and my plans for
rvestoring her to her aunt with mno
®reak In the new confidence that Rosa-
lind had Inspired. I had so completely
yielded myself to this undercurrent of
reflection that T was startled to find
Miss Pat with the coffee service before
her.

“Larry, you are dreaming. How can
T remember whether you take sugar?”

Sister Margaret's eyos were upon
me reproachfully for my inattention,
and my heart-beats quickened as elght
strokes of the chapel ehime stole lin-
geringly through the qulet ale. 1 had
balf-rnised my cup when T was
startled by o question from Miss Pat

~a& request (nnocent enough and
epoken, It geemed, utterly without In-
tentlon

‘Lot me see your rlug a moment,
Melen”

Sister Margaret flashed a glaneo
of Inquiry at me, but Rosalind met the
uituntion Instantly

“Ceortainly, Aunt Pat"—and she
slipped the ring from her fAnger,
pagsed It peross the table, and folded
Yier hunds quletly upon the white
cloth, She did pot look at me, but 1
saw her breath come and go quickly.

1t the rings were not the same then,

we were undone. This thought geipped
the three of us, and I heard my cup
beating a tattoo on the edge of my
saucer in the tense silence, while Miss
Fat bent ¢lose to the candle before her
and studied tho ring, turning It over
dlowly. Rosalind half opened her lips
1o speak, but Sister Margarot’'s snowy
hand clasped the girl's fingers. The
little circlet of gold with its beautiful
groon stone had been to me ono of the
canvineing ftems of the remarkable re-
semblance between the cousing; but
I thers should be some differontiating
murk Miss Pat was not so stupid as to
overlook It

Miss 'at put down the ring abruptly,
and looked st Rosallnd and  then
willed quizzically at me.

“You are a clever boy, Larry.”

Then, turning to Rounl!ud Miss Pat
remarked, with the most ‘easual alr
tmaginable:

“Helen pronounces elther with the
long @. 1 notlced ot Juncheon that
you say eyether. Where's your father,
Rosalind 7

My eyes were turning from her to
Rosalind when, on her last word, n
though by prearranged signal, far
across the water, agalnst the dark
shndows of the lake's remoter shore, a
rocket's spent ball broke and flung its
stars against the night.

1 spoke no word, but leaped over the
atone balustrade and ran to the boat-
biouse where Gillesple walted.

CHAPTEH XXIV.

“With M) Hands."
Giliespie was smoking his pipe on
the boathouse steps. He bod chmo
over from the village n Wy own
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“l Have Killed Him—i
launch, which tossed placldly beside
mine. Ijima stepped forward prompt-

Iy with a lantern as [ ran out upon the
planking of the pler.

“Jump lnto my launch, Gillesple, and
be In a hurry!" and to my rellef he
obeyed without his usual parley, Ijima
cast us off, the englne sputtered a mo-
ment, and then tho launch got away.
1 bade Glllesple steer, and when we
were frea of the pler told him to head
for the Tippecanoe,

The bhandful of stars that had bright-
ened ngainst the sky had been a real
shock, and 1 accused myself In severe
terms for having left Arthur Holbrook
alone, As we swopt Into the open
Glennrm House stood forth from the
encireling wood, marked by the bright
lights of the terrnco whers Miss FPal
had, with so much composure and In
50 fow words, made comedy of my at-
tempt to shield Helen. In throwing
off my coat my hand touched the en-
velope contalnlng the forged notes
which I had thrust into my pocket be-
fore dinner, and the contact sobered
meo; there was still a chance for me to
be of use. But at the thought of what
might be occurring at the houseboat
on the Tippecanoe 1 forced the
launch's speed to the limit. Glllesple
still maintaloed silence, grimly
clenching his empty pipe, He now
roused himself and bawled at me:

“Did you ever meet the coroner of
this county ™

“No!"™ 1 shouted.

“Well, you will—coming down! You
will blow up In about three minutes.'

1 did not slow down until we reachad
Battle Orchard, whera it was neces-
sary (o feel our way across the shal-
low channel., Here I shut off the pow-
er and paddled with an oar,

We were soon creeplng along the
margin of the second lnke secking the
creek, whose Intake quickly lay hold
of us.

“We'll land just ioslde, on the west
bank, Gillesple.” A moment iater we
Jumped out and securod the launch, I
wrapped our lantern In Gilllesple's
coat, and ran up the bank to the path,
At the top 1 turned and spoke to him.

“You'll have to trust me. I don't
know what may be happening here,
but surely our interests are the same
to-night.”

He caught me roughly by the arm.

"If this means aoy Injury
Helen—"

“No! It s for her!” And he followed
sllently at my heels toward Red Gate.

The voices of two men In loud de-
bate rang out sharply upon us through
the open windows of the housce-boat
as wo arept down upon the deck. Then
followed the sound of blows, and the
rattle of furniture knocked about, and
as we roached the door a lamp fell
with a crash and the place was dark,
We seeamed to strike matches at the
same instant, and as they blazed upon
their sticks we looked down upon Ar-
thur Holbrook, who lay sprawllng with
his arms outflung on the floor, and
over him stood his brother with bhands
clenched, his face twitching.

“I have killed him—I have kllled
hm!" he muttered several times in a
low whisper. “I had to do it. There
wis no other way."

My blood went cold at the thought
that we wore too late, Gllesple was

to
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Killed Him!™

Have

“There are candles at the side—
make a light, Glllesple."

And soon we were taking account
of one another In the soft ecandle
Hght,

*I must go," sald Henry huskily,
looking stupldly down upon his broth-
er, who lay quite still, his head resting
on his arm.

“You will stay,” I sald; and I stood
beside him while Gilllesple filled a
pall at the creek and laved Arthur's
wrigts and temples with cool water.
We worked a quarter of an hour be-
fore he gave any signs of life; but
when he opened his eyes Henry flung
himself down In a chalr and mopped
his forehead,

“He Is not dead,” bhe sald, grinning
foollshly.

“Where 1s Helen?™ I demanded.

“8he's safe” ho replled cunningly,
nodding his head. *I suppose Pat has
sent you to take her hack. She may
go, If you have brought my money.”
Cunuing and greed, and the marks of
drink had made his face repulsive,
Gillesple got Arthur to his feet a mo-
ment later, and [ gave him brandy
from a flask in the cupboard, Hia
brother's restoration seemed now to
amuse Henry,

“It was a mere lovetap, You're
tougher than you look, Arthur. It's
the simple life down here In the woods
My own nerves are all gone” He
turned to me with the alr of dominat.
ing the situation. “I'm glad you've
come, you and our friend of button
fame. Rivals, gentlemen? A friendly
rivalry for my daughter's band flat
ters the house of Holbrook, Between
ourselves I favor you, Mr. Donovan;
the button-making businesa {s proiit
able, but damned vulgar, Now,
Holen—"

“That will do!"—and I clapped my
hand on his shoulder roughly. I
have business with you. Your slstoer
{s ready to settle with you; but she
wishes to see Artbur first"”

“No—no! She must not see him!"
He leaped forward and eaught hold of
me., “She must not see him!"—and
his cowardly fear angered me anew,

“You will do, Mr, Ilolbrook, very
much as I tell you in this matter, I
Intend that your sister shall see her
brother Arthur to-night, and time flies,
This Inst play of yours, this fillmsy trick
of kiduaping, was sprung ut a very un-
fortunate moment. It has delayed the
scttiement and done & grave injury to
your daughter.”

“Helen would have It; It was her
idea!"
“If you speak of your daugh’ar

again in such a way I will break your
neck and throw you Into the creek!™

Ho stared a moment, then laughed
aloud.

“Bo you are the one—are you? |
really thought it was Buttons”

*l am the one, Mr. Holbrook, And
now | am golng to take your brother
to your alster. 8he has asked for
him, and she Is walung."

Arthur Holbrook came gravely to
ward us, and I have never been so
struck with pity for o man as [ was
for Wim, There was a red elrele on
hig brow where Henry's knuckles had
cut, but his eyes showed no anger:

they were even kind with the tender-
88 that lies In the eyes of women !
have suffered. He advanced a |
¢p nesrer his brother and np-'nh--[
awly sud distioetly,

“You have nothing to fear, Henry,
I shall tell her nothing.”

“But"—Henry glanced uneaslly from
Glllesple to mo—"Gillespies
They are here among you somewhere,
You shall not give them to Pat. It
she know-—"

“If she knew you would not get a
cent” 1 snild, wishing him to know
that 1T knew

He whirled npon nie hotly

“You tricked Helen to get thoem, and
now, by Gad! I want them! 1 want

notes, |

them!"™ And he atruck at me crazily. |
I knocked his arm away, but he flung |

himself uwpon me, clasping me with
his arms. 1 caught his wrists and held
him for a moment, 1 wished to be
done with him and off to Glenarm with
Arthur; and he wasted time,

“I have that packet you sent Helem
to get—I have (t—stlll unopened! Your
secret s as safe with me, Mr., Holk

brook, as that other secrot of yours |

with your Itallan body-guard.”
His face went white, then gray, and

he womld have fallen If 1 had not kept :

hold of him
I was beside myself with rage and

Impatient that time must be wnm-di

on him. 1 did not hear steps on the

deck, or Gillesple's quick warning, and |
I had begun agaln, still holding Henry |

Holbrook close to me with one hand.

“We expect to decolve your slster—
wa will lle to her—lie to her—lle to
hor—"

“For God's sake, stop!™ erled Arthur
Holbrook, clutehing my arm

I flung round and faced Miss Pat
and Rosalind, They stood for a mo-
ment in the doorway: then Misa Pat
ndvanced slowly toward us where we
formed a little seml-cirele, and as 1
dropped Henry's wrists the brothers
stood side by slde. Arthur took a step
forward, balf murmuring his sistor's
name; then he drew back and walted,
his head bowed, his hands thrust into
the side pockets of his coat. In the
dead quiet T heard the babble of the
creek outside, and when Miss
spoke her voles seemod to steal off |

Pat |

and mingle with the subdued murmur |

of the stream.

“Gentlemon, what Is it you wish to |

lle to mo about?"

A brave little smile played about
Mlss Pat's lips. She stood thers in
the light of the candles, all in white
as 1 had left her on the terrace of

Glenarm, In her lace cap, with only a |

light shawl about her shoulders. |
felt that the sltuation might yet be
saved, and 1 was about to speak when
Henry, with some wild notion of jus-
tfylng himself, broke out stridently:

“Yen; thoy meant to lle to
They plotted against me and hounded

you! |

me when | wished to see you peace |

ably and to make amends, They have
now charged me with murder; they
are ready to swear away my honor,
my life.
you may see for yourself how they
Are against me."

“Yes; father speaks the truth, as
Mr. Donovan can tell you!™

1 could have sworn that it was Rosa.
IInd who spoke; but there by Hosa-
lind'a slde in the doorway stood Helon.
Her head was lifted, and she faced us
all with her flgure tense, her eyes
blazing., Rosallnd drew away a little,
und 1 paw Gillesple touch her hand,
It was as though a quicker sensoe than
slght had on the Instant undecelved
him; but he did not look at Rosalind;
his eyes were upon the angry girl
who was about to speak agaln. Miss
"at glanced about, and hor ayes rested
on me,

“Larry, what were the Jles you wore
golng to tell me? sho  nsked, and
smiled again.

“They were about father; he wished
to involve him in dishonor, But he
shall not, he shall not!" crled Heolen,

“Is that true, Larry?" asked Misa
Pat

I have done
replied evasively,

Miss Pat scrutinized us all slowly as
though atudyling
truth. Then she repentoed:

“Hut It either of my sald sons ahall
have been touched by dishonor through
his own act, as honor Is accounted,
réeckoned and valued among men—"
nnd ceased abruptly, looking from Ar
thier to Henry, “What was the truth
ubout Gillesple?' she asked,

And Arthur would have spoken. I
saw the word that would have saved
his brother formed upon Lls lips

Migs Pat alone geemed unmoved; |
saw her hand open and shut at her
»ld® as she controlled herself, but her
face was. calth and her volca was

the best 1 could,” 1

I am glad you are here that |

of Your Land

Crop rotation and good tillage will not do it all.
need fertilizer—need Armout's,

You
In order to secure a

proper return on the investment in your land you MUST

increase the yield per acre.

¢ Armour’s Fertilizers

for wheat have a record of alwayvs producing the heaviesy

vield.
more money.

Armour Fertilizer Works,

Use them this Fall—Grow more wheat—Make
Ask your dealer.

Chicago

COUNTRY'S WEALTH
Industry That Has Grown to Enonr
mous proportions Within a Few
Years.

The production of oll In the United
States has grown from nolhing at the
time of its discovery to enormous pro-
portions. Milllons of barrels have been
taken from the country near the wost
ern slope of the Alleghenies In weat.
ern Pennsylvania, and milllons more
from the districta In West Virginia
and Ohlo. Indiann has yielded its
sbhara snd lincls has been productive
beyond the dreanma of avarice.

It remalned, however, for Kansas
and Oklahofha, togother with the In.
dian Territory, to open the ¢yus of the
modern driller and capitallsts, When
the noll was first tapped In the wild-
ecatting operations of that gection
grent gushers rewardod tho efforts of
the men who bad the cournge and cap-
ftal to engnge in the enterprise, The
usual rosh followed, but many thou-

eands of acres had beon already taken |

up and the war for supremacy began.

HIS WISH.

Mrs. Henpeck—Ah Henry, when I'm
Fone you'll never get another wife like
me.

Mr. Henpeck (sotto voce)—l hcpe
Dot

Statistics Go Lame.

“'Pears t' me thar's sowmethin’
wrong with stertsticks,” remarked the
oldest inhabitant as he dropped into
bis usual place on the loafers’ bench,

“What's wrong with ‘em?’ gquerfed
the village grocer,

“Wall, ercordin’ tew ‘em,” continued
the o. |, "we orter hev hind a death in
teown ev'ry six weeks fer th' past
tew years."

“Is that so® sald the grocer.

“Yans,” answered the other,
by ginger, we ain't bad 'em!"™

an'

He Rose to It
“Do you know," sald a lttle boy of
five to & companion the other day, “my
1 don't kmow my father knows, and
what my father don't know [ know.”

“All right! Let's ses, then,” replled
the older child, skeptically. “Where's
Asia?"

It was a stiff one, but the youngster
never faltered.

“Well, that,” he answered coolly,
“is one of the things my father
knowa,"—Harper's Bazaar,

Artistio Temperament,

“Hamlet seemed to speak with au
thority in his ndvice to the players

“Yeu," replled Mr. Stormington
Darnes, “although he was rather qulet
and patlent But in his other scenes

' bo was aa norvous and irasciblo as a

our faces for the
|

sieady when she turned appeslingly to '

the canoe-maker,

“What Is the truth, Arthur?' she

asked, quletly.

“Why go into this now? Why not
lot bygones be bygones? —and for a
mioment 1 thought I had checked the
swift current. It was Helon 1 wished
to save now, from herself, from the
avalanche ghe seemed doomed to bring
down upon her head,

(TO RPN CONCLUDED,)
—— —_— e ————y
The Balkan Situatlon,
“Nations are a good deald ke toen.'

“How so?"
‘Alwayi1 willlng to rush at each
other If there's s falr chauncw of

P belng held apart”

regular stage manager.”

IN OIL

DOING THE THING RIGHT.

Delightful
Desserts

and many other
dishes can be

Post
Toasties

food—

pleasing
made with

A crisp, whulesome
always ready to serve,

With fruits or berries it is
delicious.

“The Memory Lingers"

A litle book-—“Good Things
Made with Tomsties'—in packages,
tells how.

Sold by Grocers— pkgs. 10¢ and 15c.

POSTUM CEREAL CO,, LTD.
Battle Creek, Mich.

Mr. Parvenue—Golng to church this
morning?

Mrs, Parvenue—No, I've got a heads
nche,

Mr. Parvenue—Then eall the butlee

' and pend him, The fumily should be

represented,

Looked Like a Pattern,

"My dear,” asks the thoughtful hus-
band, “did you notice a large sheot
of paper with n lot of diagrams on 1t
about my desk ™

“You mean that big plece with dots
and curves and diagooals and things
all over 1"

“Yes. It was my map of the path
of Halley's comet. | wanted to—"

“My goodness! [ thought It was that
pattern | asked you to get, and the
dressmaker s cutting out my new
shirtwalst by it!"—Chicago Evenlng
Post.

Statistics Go Lame,

“‘Pears t' me thar's somethin’
wrong with stertisticks,” remarked the
oldest Inhabitant as he dropped into
his usunl place on the loafers’ bench,

“What's wrong with ‘em? queried
the village grocer.

“Wall, ercordin’ tew 'em."” continued
the o, I, "we orter hev had a death In
teown ev'ry slx weeka fer (h' past
low years."

“Is that s0?' sald the grocer.

“Yans,” anawered tho other,
by glnger, we ain't had ‘em!”

Tell the dealer you want & Lewls”
Bingle binder straight Oc cigar.

The morning after s responsible
for many good rualullona.
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STOCKERS & FEEDERS

Choles guality | reds and roans,
white facea or angus bought on

orders.  Teun of Thousands to
select from. Satlefaction Guar
suteed., Corpeapondence Invited.

Come and ses for yourself,

National Live Stock Com. Co.
Banans City. Mo, B4 Joouph, Mo., 8, Owaha, Nob
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